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It needs a peculiar lightness of hand to give grace
to these colloquial numbers, and the author of
lonica is more at home in the dryad-haunted forest
with Comatas. In combining classic sentiment with
purely English landscape he is wonderfully 'happy.

There is not a jarring image or discordant syllable
to break the glassy surface of this plaintive Dirge :

Naiady hid. beneath the bank

By the willowy river-side,
Where Narcissus gently sank,

Where unmarried Echo died,
Unto thy serene repose

the stricken Anteros.

Where the tranquil swan is borne,

Imaged in a watery glass,
Where the s frays of fresh pink thorn

Stoop to catch the boats that -pass,
Where the earliest orchis grows,
Bury thou fair Anteros,

On a flickering wave we gaze,

Not upon his answering eyes :
Flower and bird we scarce can p*ai$e9

Having lost his sweet replies :
Cold and muU the river flows
With onr tears for Anteros.

We know well where this place of burial is to be.
Not in some glade of Attica or by Sicilian streams,
but where a homelier river gushes through the
swollen lock at Bray, or shaves the smooth pastoral
meadows at Boveney, where Thames begins to
draw a longer breath for his passage between Eton
and Windsor.

The prevailing sentiment of these poems is a
wistful clinging to this present life, a Pagan op-